
  [image: ]


  


  


  Calling Vicki


  Rodney Cannon


  


  


  Published by Rodney Cannon


  Copyright 2014 Rodney Cannon


  



  E-Book Distribution: XinXii

  http://www.xinxii.com

  [image: logo_xinxii]



  
Chapter One


  It was that tight crawlspace underneath their home. Both mom and dad had told them time and time again to stay out of there. They were not worry about them getting stuck or the house suddenly falling on them, but about something that might have crawled in there before them. Snakes were common in their part of the state and upstate Pennsylvania was a place where rabid animals were not unheard of.


  One little bite from a rabid squirrel or raccoon and they would be down one of their two little girls.


  Elizabeth who was nine at the time did not mind being called a little girl, but her twelve-year-old sister Victoria hated it. Those three years in age had always been a greater gulf than time alone. Victoria had seemed like an old soul even at the ages of five and six. Victoria was a little woman while the foot shorter Elizabeth would always be consider a girl. Someday a girl with children of her own, someday later a girl with grandchildren. Because of her carefree way and eternal childish giggle, people were going to spend a life time looking at her that way. Vicki on the other hand was a woman in the ways that she studied and considered everyone and thing in her universe. How she measured her choices instead of just diving in like a child.


  It was Vicki, even during this most desperate moment of their lives who had pulled back the grate that covered the crawl space, crawled inside to check for any unwanted visitors before crawling back out and motioning Liz inside.


  Liz would remember that moment for the rest of her life. How her big sister had so casually motioned with the 9mm hand gun that she held.


  Liz dropped down to her hands and knees. The gravel cutting into her bare knees and soft palms. The dark space ahead of her always and forever after seeming more dangerous than the sound of cars racing to hard stops and gun fire coming from too many directions.


  Liz crawled a few feet forward and then paused as something flashed in the darkness.


  Red eyes.


  Snake eyes.


  A sudden hiss and then Liz cried out as she sat bolt upright in bed.


  The nightmare that never left her for long was familiar to her husband who was sitting up too and hugging her close to his bare chest.


  Almost twenty years and it was still just as intense. Things changed from time to time, but the constants were her sister and that crawlspace they had found when their world changed forever.


  “Lizzy it’s okay.”Daniel whispered.


  Liz took long deep breaths and tried to take her mind off of it by listening for their girls. There two children had not heard her scream this time.“I’m sorry. I know that you have to get up early tomorrow.”Liz said.


  “It is almost morning.”Daniel said.


  Liz glanced off to the bedroom windows. It was still a purple night beyond. Her eyes fell on the clock that was part of the cable box display and frowned, 4:48 in soft orange colors.“In your dream you are always scared right?”He asked.


  “Yeah.”Liz nodded.


  “But when it happened, you said that you weren’t scared. Even when the shooting started?”


  “How could I be? Vicki was with me. I am never scared when she is with me.


  She is so much like our father. I can never think of him without thinking of her at the same time.”


  “I think that you are the only person who has ever seen your sister who would think of a man when thinking about her. She is a lot of woman.”


  Liz pulled away from him while giving him a sharp elbow in the ribs at the same time. “You jerk, you been checking out my sister.”


  Daniel paused and that was a total admission of guilt.


  “Well, two years ago when she visited. She was getting ready for one of her morning fifty mile runs and she was doing all that stretching. She did that standing split thing and I nearly wet my pants from watching it.”


  “Wet your pants huh? Wet with what?”She slipped a hand beneath the sheets and found a hard and stiff reminder that it was early morning and her husband was thinking about something. “This is not you remembering my sister is it? I will rip it off if you say yes.”


  “Just thinking about saying good bye for a few days.”


  That was okay with Liz. Bad dreams always made her a little horny and even if she had not had the dream there was no way that she was going to send her man off on a trip without giving him a taste of what he was going to be missing. It seemed to her that the women who had men who screwed around on them had no one to blame, but themselves. Men had needs and talking about their feelings or yours was not one of them. A hundred I love you’s did not say it nearly as well to the average man as a good shot of pussy.


  The better it was the sooner they would come back to you. While away from home they would miss the sex even if sex was available with some other woman and they would be going a little crazy worrying if what belonged to them was being pounded by some other man.If you wanted your man to come home, give him a reason to hate the fact that he had to leave Liz thought as she shoved him down and rolled over to straddle him.


  Unless it was her time she never wore underwear to bed and bad dreams did have the advantage of making her ready for what was to come. Mounting Daniel, she let out a short and sincere gasp. It always hurt a little when he entered her. His size always filled her up just a little too much and she had to squeeze him as she rocked back and forth to find a comfortable rhythm. Pulling the tee shirt that she wore off over her head she cupped her large full breast and began to squeeze them until Daniel took the hint and took over. A moment before Liz felt him spasm and pulse inside her she began to orgasm. Short quick gasp that punctuated every wave that rolled through her.


  Twenty minutes later they were making love again. This time with the measured tenderness of two people who were afraid that it would be a long time before they did it again.


  ***


  
Chapter Two


  No one stole from Carlos. No matter how big or small no one stole. That was his rule and up until now it had been respected by those working beneath him in this wealth country. They had heard stories of what he had done to those who stole from him in his country.


  Now it was time to make new stories to frighten even those who were dying or already dead.


  “Who helped you to rob me my friend?”Carlos did not yell. He had maintained the same tone of voice even when his thugs were beating the crap out of Joel. Talking in that same relaxed just fuckin with you tone while listening to Joel begged them to stop kicking him until he choked on the pain and woke a few seconds later to find himself being duct taped to what had been his favor chair.


  “I don’t know.”Joel swallowed the blood in his mouth rather than spitting it out. He did not want to offend the well-dressed foreigner pacing back and forth in front of him or the guy who leaned against the wall beside his bed. That guy had not done anything or said anything since they burst into his loft. His stillness scared him more than the rage that the other four men had shown while beating him.


  “You don’t know what?”Carlos said.


  “What?”


  “Finish your sentence. Form a complete thought.”Riddle said.


  “I don’t know about, about your diamonds.”Joel said.


  The man leaning against the wall straightened his tie and pushed away from the wall. He reached into his pocket and pulled something out that Joel could not see.


  “Somebody broke into my employer’s club. Broke into the cash safe and clean it out. Broke into the secondary safe that only someone working there would have known about.”The silent man said as he dropped down to one knee in front of Joel as if he was about to pop the question. He raised his right hand to eye level to show that he was holding a knife with a short blade. “I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Mr. Riddle and I only accept truthful answers.”


  Riddle cut open the pants leg below Joel’s left knee.


  “No, no, no.”Joel muttered.


  Riddle did not look up. A short and well practice swipe of the blade opened up Joel’s leg just below the kneecap. Joel cried out in pain as the blood began to flow. Riddle propped the wound open with his fingers as if he was doing nothing more difficult than looking for a splinter. He stabbed the blade into the wound and gave it a violent twist that brought forth a skreak of agony as Riddle gave the knife a quick twist and pulled into view a dangle of severed knee tendons.


  “In order I expect you to tell me where you have your share hidden. Second who was in on it and third where can they be found. Understand that talking will not save your life, but it will save you a great deal of pain. Lie to me and I am going to shove this knife up your piss pipe and pull your stones out.”Riddle wiped his blade on Joel’s other pants leg


  ***


  
Chapter Three


  The kitchen and the bathrooms were stunning, but when selling a home to a family you had to get as many members of the family on board as possible. The wife was in love with the home. The husband was indifferent. Husbands were always indifferent to houses. Just pick one that they could pay off within two decades and they were pleased. The one that would tip the sale in her favor would be the child.


  The child in this case was a thirteen-year-old boy who had not been able to take his eyes off of her since him and his parents arrived to inspect the house. While the parents looked over the front garden, she sat on the front steps with the boy sitting close by. She turned her gaze on him and he quickly looked away.


  “We have not been introduced yet. My name is Victoria Winters.”She offered her hand and he shook it eagerly.


  “Trevor.”He smiled.


  “You know Trevor if your family buys this house, we are going to be almost neighbors. I live just a mile down that road over there. If you are up early in the morning, you could join me on my jogs. Maybe this summer my nieces will be visiting. Diana is nine and Courtney is twelve. Some people thing that Courtney looks just like me.”Vicki took out her phone and found a picture of her nieces. Diana looked like her sister Liz while Courtney did look a great deal like Victoria. A beautiful dark brown-haired twelve year old with huge eyes. “If you guys buy this house I could introduce you.”


  `Trevor was up and jogging over to join his parents, twenty minutes laterVicki was driving away with a hand shake deal on the house feeling a bit guilty over the one lie that she had told the boy. She had visited her sister and her two daughters, but they had never returned home for a visit. Too many conflicting memories perhaps had kept her sister from ever returning to the only home where they had ever been a complete family.


  Despite the fact that she had one more house to show today Vicki took the turn off that led to her own home. Nothing needs to be done back at home, nothing had been left, but she did it anyway. Thirty seconds later when she saw the car parked in the drive of her home did she get the reason why. That timeless companion to all those who considered themselves survivors, instinct, had made her do it.


  There was a man sitting on the hood of that car staring up at her home.


  Vicki cruised her car to a stop about twenty feet away. Took the small snub nosed pistol from her purse and held it concealed behind her back as she got out of the car and advanced on the man who had his back to her and seemed to have not noticed the presents of her or her car yet.


  “Nice house huh?”Vicki called to him.The man tilted his head her way, but did not look back.


  “I knew someone who lived here.”He said.


  “Really?”She said.


  “Yeah, a girl. A long time ago.”He turned to look at her and did a quick double take. He knew her and it was the tailored beard that kept her from registering who he was for a second or two.


  “Cash?”Vicki whispered and secured the gun in the pocket of her business suit.


  “Tori?”He began to jog toward her, then slowed down not sure how she would react or if was really real after all these years.


  Vicki knew how he felt. She had not seen Cash Russell since the day after her parents were killed. One day they were best friends, then they had not been this close to each other in nineteen years.


  Vicki decided for the both of them by skipping the last few steps to him and embraced him. Nineteen years ago she had been taller than him and now despite the fact that she was five foot ten in her bare feet he was at least three inches taller than her. Cash lifted her and spun her twice before putting her down. He stepped back just far enough to take hold of her hands and to take a good look at her.


  “You are wearing a suit and tie Cash?”


  “You are wearing a suit without a tie Tori.”


  “I don’t like the beard. I bet my old friend is buried somewhere underneath it.”


  “You know what Tori?”


  “What?”


  “You grew up cute.”Cash grinned.


  “I know.”


  “Jerk.”


  “I know.”Vicki smiled and pulled her hands away.


  “Was that a gun you had?”


  “Maybe. Now why are you here?”


  “I missed you too, pal.”


  “Seriously?”


  Cash looked away to Vicki’s house and smiled.


  “I came up here to check on my parent’s house and see about arranging a sale. They are happy in Florida, but could use more money down there. I thought about you while I was over there and came here to remember a few things.”


  “You staying long?”


  Cash stared at her for a few seconds until it became awkward then said. “As long as it takes, takes to catch up on how things have been going with you.”


  “Okay, I tell you what, you can ask me one more question before I have to get back to my day job.”


  “Thank you for granting me permission oh great queen.”


  “Cash.”


  “What time should I pick you up tonight?”


  “Five o’clock. Dress casually. I pick and you pay.”She giggled like a girl and that was something she could not remember doing since she had been a girl.


  “I pay?”


  “Yes. I know what that suit you are wearing cost. Shame on you for spending that much money when there are starving Bigfoots somewhere.”


  He started back toward his car and stop himself before opening to the door.


  “God, I have missed you so much Tori.”He said.


  “Don’t call me God, it goes to my head. And I feel the same.”Vicki said. She did and needed a few hours to compose herself. Emotions made you vulnerable and she did not want to be vulnerable around a guy who was a stranger. They had been childhood friends for about eight years and had not seen each other for over twice that amount of time. Despite all the butterflies in her stomach she only knew who the kid Cash had been was. Neither of them knew the adult versions of the other. Yeah, she needed to breathe for a few hours.


  “Cool, see you here at five?”Cash said.


  “You always had to hear it three or four times didn’t you.”Vicki smiled. “Go and come back with chocolates.”


  Vicki watched him drive away and decided to hand off her last assignment for the day to another broker. She felt the overwhelming need to wash her hair until it shined golden brown. Turned out cute huh? He had not seen anything yet.


  ***


  
Chapter Four


  Drake had left five messages before Daniel decided to return one. The guy was a mental patient when small amounts of money were concerned yet alone the amount that they were dealing with now. Listening to the guy go on and on about how many things could go wrong was something that he had wanted to avoid.


  “What do you want Drake?”Daniel pulled his car over so that he would not get another ticket for talking on his cell while driving.


  “I told you guys we should have left that other shit in the drop safe.”Drake sounded more frantic than usual, but that did not register on Daniel yet.


  “Heard you whine before.”


  “Heard this before. There is a bunch of Mexican Columbian south American wet back fuckers in town. They stopped by the club last night and I heard from Joel’s neighbor, that stripper I’ve been tapping, that the same guys stop by his place an hour ago and made a lot of noise.”


  Daniel felt his stomach tighten as his bowels tried to loosen. Joel was smart, but brave or strong or willing to stand up for his friends under the kind of pressure that the hardcore bad boys could apply was not something he was going to be able to handle.


  “You think he talked?”Daniel heard himself asking in a tone that suggested that maybe the question was meant for himself.


  “Hell yeah.”Drake said. “This call was a courtesy. I am getting the hell out of dodge and I suggest you do the same.”


  “He doesn’t know my real name or where I live.”


  “He knows people who know you. He knows me and if these fucks are serious about getting their shit back then they will get names and places and fucking birth certificates if needed. I got my cut and I am headed for the fucking border. Not the Mexican border either.”Drake said.


  “Lose my number and dump your phone.”Daniel clicked off and tried to adjust his plans to what he knew could happen if someone talked. For a personal share that was more than a million dollars even after a middle man took his cut it had been worth the risk then, why not so much now when all he could think about was Liz and his girls.


  “Fuck, fuck fuck fuck.”Daniel pounded the dashboard over and over until he got it out of his system. Then he dialed home.


  It rang twice before Liz answered.


  “Yeah babe?”Her voice was so sweet.


  “Remember what we talked about the other night. You know if this thing began to go sour?”He asked.


  “You promised that it wouldn’t.”She reminded him.


  “Just grab the girls and take that vacation we talked about. I will meet you there.”


  “Danny?”


  “What?”


  “How serious is this? Do I have time to . . . ”


  “Now. Just get the bags, the girls and go now.”


  “Should I call?”


  “Don’t call her til you are on the road. And don’t tell her shit. She always ask too many questions.”


  “I can’t just show up. She needs to hear something from me. God Daniel, you don’t know how hard it is for me to go there.”


  She would be playing twenty questions in the middle of a house fire, Daniel mused. “Tell her that I beat you or I am cheating on you or keep asking me questions and she can get a letter about where does she want them to send your remains. This is serious girl. Get moving.”He clicked off his phone before she could ask any more questions.


  Popping his seat belt he pushed his door open, hit the button for the truck and hopped out.


  Daniel lifted the spare tire out of the way and lifted out a bowling ball bag. He slammed the trunk closed and hurried to get back into the car. Locking the door Daniel looked around to make sure no one could see what he was doing. Sure that it was safe Daniel opened the bag and pulled free a revolver. He snapped it open to see that it was fully loaded and then replaced it in the bag.


  Daniel had his finger on the keys to start the car when his phone rang.


  He stared at the number, it was unfamiliar, but he answered it any way.


  “Hello?”Daniel said.


  “Is this Daniel? I need to speak to him.”


  “Who is this?”Daniel asked, he had never heard the man’s voice before.


  “Forgive me. My name is Riddle. Mr. Riddle.”


  Daniel ended the call and took the extra step of turning his phone off. Then began to mutter a prayer for his girls as he started the car.


  ***


  
Chapter Five


  Riddle noted the silver SUV that raced pass them on the way to the home of the next guy that he wanted to talk to. A woman, of course, had been behind the wheel. He always associated bad driving with women do to the simple fact that most of them were terrible drivers. The fact that a relatively attractive one of them managed to qualify for the world’s greatest auto racing circuit had the media in orgasmic awe. They never bothered mentioning that she had about as much of a chance to win the 500 hundred as a drunken squirrel.


  Riddle checked the G.P.S. on his smart phone then looked around to make sure that the surroundings matched. They did and for once the foreigner that was driving him today had not made a wrong turn. They had reach the street where the one named Daniel called home.


  His driver Luis had instructions to park right in front. All of that sneaking around stuff was for spies in the movies. If you wanted someone you just walked right up to them and most people were stupid enough to open the door and let you in. The guy from earlier in the day had done just that. A few knocks on the door and they were all in. The look on the guy’s face was like so many who had come before him. Steal millions in precious stones from a drug dealer famous for more than one US border massacres and he still looked shocked when the man himself walked in flanked by a half dozen of his cartel’s most ruthless thugs. He had even looked shocked when the beating started. Funny thing was that the only time that he did not look shocked was when Riddle had ended his life by cutting open the femoral artery. Even the jetting spurts of blood had not seemed to surprise him.


  Riddle reached into his well-tailored suit jacket and popped the strap that held his FN 57 in place. He was careful not to touch the gun itself. The gun always felt like it had a mind of its own and that mind always seemed to have only one thought, killing. He allowed Luis to knock on the door stand back and off to one side just in case the door was turned to splinters by a shotgun. Nothing happened for almost half a minute so Riddle stepped forward and knocked even harder. No sound from inside and the place felt empty.


  It took Riddle less than half a minute to pick both locks, and it had amazed him how it was that good thieves always seemed to select the worst door locks.


  Once inside Luis and another of the men pulled their guns. Riddle did not bother. There was no one here, his instincts told him that and his instincts were never wrong. There was the smell of a home that could have been cleaned better. The smell of children, girl children. Girls smelled different from boys. It was not politically correct, but true. There was also the smell of a woman. A woman who was in or close to her prime. The smell of youth and strength and a floral scented perfume.


  Riddle listened to the sound of his guys tramping around upstairs while he strolled over to the mantle and gathered the pictures. A little girl with light brown hair and big eyes, she looked eight or nine. A second girl, prettier, with darker hair and big sad sort of eyes that reminded him of the kind they looked for in print models. The girl looked close to her teen years. The next framed picture was of a woman dressed in a crisp military uniform. Dark brown hair and the family’s big dark eyes. This woman was a beauty despite the serious expression that she wore. The next picture was of the happy couple. Daniel, a dark-haired guy who was young and average looking. They said that beautiful girls loved bad boys and that must have been the truth in this case. The beautiful woman in the picture, Liz, was clinging lovingly to her husband’s arm. She had not looked nearly as attractive in the SUV that they had passed five minutes earlier.


  “We passed her. She is going for the kids and making a run I would bet.”Riddle said and took out his phone. He asked the G.P.S. for the location of all the local schools. He only needed fourth through max seventh grade. It would be great if one school fit the bill and bingo one school was forth to eighth grade. “Jackie.”He said into the phone. It dialed the person he had picked to linger in the background. It rang only once before he heard her voice.


  “I am nine minutes from your location.”Jackie’s voice was business like as always.


  “Go to the Hillside school on twenty first. Locate the woman and/or children that I am going to send you pictures of. The woman is in a silver SUV. Do not engage. Bird dog them until further notice.”Riddle told her.


  “I am on it.”Jackie said and hung up.


  Riddle clicked a picture of the wife’s picture and the kids, then sent them to Jackie. He took another of the husband. He started to take one of the woman in uniform, then thought better of it. He popped the back of the frame and pulled the picture free. Carefully folded it before slipping it inside his jacket.


  “Let’s give this place a going over. Remember jewels are small and can hide anywhere.”Riddle yelled although he believed in his heart that they would not find a thing here. The target and the merchandise were on the run. The question was how far he would have to chase.


  ***


  
Chapter Six


  Liz had to restrain herself from jogging as she led Courtney and Diana across the rear parking lot. They had her stand at the front desk and sign papers for almost five minutes before she was allowed to take her own kids out of school. That five minutes had felt like a lifetime.


  “Mom where are we going?”Courtney asked.


  “We talked about this.”Liz yanked the side door to her SUV open and strapped Diana in and then hurried around to the driver’s side. “We are going to go and meetup with your dad.”


  Liz looked around the parking lot and the street beyond. Had anything changed since she was inside. She did not know. She was in such a hurry to get into the school she had not stopped to look mark all the vehicles that had been there when she arrived. Don’t index them all, just take a mental picture and compare it to what you will see later. That was what she had been taught a long time ago and it was probably something that her sister did automatically.
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